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EPISTLE

TO

DAVIE,

BROTHER   POET*

January-

I

winds frae z$ JSen-Lomondbhw?
And bar the doors wi' driving snaw,
And iiing us owre the ingle,

I set me down to pass the time,
And spin a verse or twa o' rhyme.

In hamely westlin jingle.

While

* David Sillary one of the club at Tarbolton, and au-
thor of a Volume of Poems in the Scottish dialect,      E,